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sublime pinnacle on which Shakespeare places Caesar.
To me Shakespeare's Csesar is pitiable, a piece of high
treason. And what of the glorification of the wretched
fellow who could find nothing better to do than thrust
a knife into a great man ?

In "Human, All Too Human/' II., p. 59, you say:
"It is the one sacred lie that has become famous."
No, the last words of Desdemona are perhaps more
beautiful and just as famous, constantly quoted in
Germany at the time Jacobi was writing about Les-
sing. Is this not so?

These trivialities are cited merely to show you how
attentively I read you. There are other matters, of
course, which I should like to discuss with you, but
this cannot be done by letter.

If you read Danish, I should be pleased to send you
a charmingly-got-up little book on Holberg. Tell me
if you understand our language. Should you by any
chance read Swedish, I must bring to your notice
Sweden's one genius, August Strindberg. When you
write about women you are very like him,

Give me good news of your eyes.

Yours respectfully,

GEORG BRANDES.

NIETZSCHE TO BEANDES,

Turin, Italy, forma w, pasta,.
April 10? 1888.

This is indeed a surprise, my -dear Sir! Where have
you acquired the courage to be desirous of speaking
IB public on a vir obsMvrissimu&f , , , Do you